THE SLAVE MOTHES Lot ‘fy 7 


HEI! Oh, help! thou God of Christians! 
Save «a mother from despair; 

Cruei White men steal my children, 
Goa of Christians! hear my prayer. 


Frowm my arms by force they’re rended, 
‘3 ailers drag them to the sea; , a! 
Yonder ship at anchor riding, 
Swift will cerry them away. 


There wry aon lies pale and bleeding} 
Wast with cords lis hands are bound; 
, rmoets how they scotérge him; 
a. ¥Yecking wound. | 


arias ae ee . 


Sce his vittle sister by him, - 
Quaking, trem bliag, ‘how she lies; 

Drops of blood her face besprinkic, 
Tears of angeishe Tilt her eves. 


OTN Fe he et a aye ae 


Jorn thes fear her brother from her: 
Dorn below the deck he’s thrawtze: 

Stiff with beating, through fear silest, 
Save a single, death-like GROAN: 


CHRISTIANS, who's the GOD you worshipi 
Ws hocrieel, fierceor good? 

oes he take delightin MERCY, 
‘Or in SPILL EYE hiaoman blood? 


